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TUESDAY, 

A STORY 

John  Cradock 

Chapter  I 

As  usual,  it  was  Tuesday.  Five  in  the 
morning  and  Max  was  standing  on  the  plat- 
form, if  it  can  be  called  a platform,  in 
Arlington  station,  waiting.  Late  in  the 
month  of  October  though  it  was,  and 
exactly  twenty  degrees  fahrenheit  up  on 
the  street,  sweat  was  visible  on  his  brow. 
Not  on  account  of  the  oppressive  heat  in 
the  station,  or  because  he  was  nervous. 
No  reason. 

Max  was  impeccably  dressed  and  wearing 
a red  tie  given  him  by  a friend.  This 
unfortunately,  was  a bit  too  tight  about 
his  neck,  and  as  a result  he  was  somewhat 
light-headed.  Failing  in  his  attempts  to 
relax  its  hold,  he  was  still  dizzy  as  he 
boarded  the  train,  which  arrived  just  then 
and  was  empty.  He  stood,  if  only  out  of 
habit,  and  had  on  his  face  the  smile  of  a 
man  alone  as  he  glanced  around  at  the 
advertisements.  Che  of  them,  a Day-Glo 
magenta  mushroom  cloud  pleading  "NO  MORE 
HIROSHIM^S"  in  an  orange  of  r et ina- sea r ing 
intensity,  caught  his  eye  and  he  thought, 
"God  is  great,  but  man  is  greater."  The 
air  conditioning  came  on  and  Max  inhaled 
of  its  manufactured  freshness. 

One  stop  later  he  got  off.  He  walked 
for  a time,  coughed,  then  sat  down  on  a 
bench  decorated  in  the  ever-popular  peel- 
ing green  lead  paint  style.  Just  when  he 
had  taken  out  his  notebook  and  was  begin- 
ning a love-poem  to  his  goldfish,  Raymond, 
two  men  strolled  by,  hand  in  hand.  "I 
hate  homos,"  he  said  to  himself.  "I  think 
all  these  emotional  misfits  around  nowa- 
days should  be  guillotined  or  crucified  or 
something."  Feeling  that  his  antipathy 
might  ruin  the  sentiment  of  the  poem,  he 
left  off  writing  for  the  time  being. 

Max  attended  Mass  daily  and  gave 
liberally  at  each  collection.  Today  was 
no  exception.  He  was  unable,  however,  to 
sit  in  his  favorite  pew,  as  it  was  filled 
with  a bunch  of  old  and  crippled  nuns.  He 
arrived  as  the  echoes  of  the  Gospel  read- 
ing were  fading,  glad  to  have  gotten  there 
in  time,  especially  since  he  had  already 
gone  to  the  trouble  of  making  out  the 


check.  He  had  always  hated  Luke  chapter 
six  anyway,  so  he  congratulated  himself  on 
having  missed  it.  He  sat  down  and  com- 
pleted his  sonnet  during  the  sermon.  His 
teeth  shone  white  as  he  proudly  placed  his 
personal  offering  to  the  Lord  in  the 
collection  basket,  but  his  smile  went  bad 
and  a burning  hatred  welled  up  within  him 
as  he  tasted  in  his  mouth  the  tainted 
backwash  of  a verminous  bag  lady  who  pre- 
ceded him  three  places  in  line  mingled 
with  the  sacred  and  crimson  Blood  of 
Christ. 

The  pernicious  flavor  still  on  his 
tongue,  he  spat  out  the  wine,  which  ate 
away  at  the  floor  like  acid.  The  unwhole- 
some gutter-spawn  to  blame  for  this 
sacrilege  opened  her  toothless  mouth  and 
cackled  something  in  a strange  tongue  like 
Greek:  all  eyes  were  upon  Max.  He  smiled, 
but  it  was  a lame,  toothless  smile,  for 
his  teeth  had  melted  away  as  the  floor- 
boards were.  He  stood  as  if  transfixed, 
and  a hot  scarlet  fluid  ran  freely  into 
his  eyes,  blinding  him.  His  throat 
likewise  was  parched  dry  as  toast  by  this 
same  awful  power.  Then  he  felt  a hand 
reach  forth  and  loosen  his  necktie.  He 
inhaled  deeply,  choking  on  the  hot  air. 
Max  opened  his  eyes  and  it  was  Tuesday,  as 
usual . 

Chapter  II 

Max  was  confused,  and  looked  at  his 
watch.  Five  o'clock.  He  took  a loud 
vermilion  bandana  from  his  coat  pocket  and 
wiped  his  forehead  three  times.  Now  he 
was  nervous.  Taking  out  his  new  Sony 
Walkman,  he  turned  on  the  tape  of  his 
favorite  album,  PiL's  The  Flowers  of 
Romance  t which  greatly  relaxed  him.  He 
casually  removed  his  tie  and,  rolling  it 
up,  put  it  in  the  left  pocket  of  his  coat. 
Then  a loud  sound  penetrated  his  musical 
microcosm. 

Across  from  him,  on  the  inbound  side 
of  the  station,  was  an  old  man  with  a 
shocking  pink  mohawk  and  a skateboard 
playing  baroque  music  louder  than  imagin- 
able on  a huge  radio.  His  t-shirt  boldly 
stated,  "I  have  cable  TV."  Max  opened  his 
mouth  to  shout  an  obscenity  but  something 
held  him  back,  and  he  shouted  instead, 
"Crank  it  up!" 
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The  old  man  neither  saw  nor  heard  him, 
nowever,  for  he  had  turned  away  and  was 
writing  something  on  the  wall  with  a black 
marker.  Max  squinted  in  order  to  read  the 
almost  indecipherable  scribble.  "Jesus  is 
coming.  Are  you  ready  to  swallow?"  Max 
wasn't  sure.  He  cleared  out  some  space  in 
his  mind  and  deposited  the  words  there  in 
a neat  little  pile. 

When  the  train  finally  came  at  5:03, 
Max  didn't  feel  like  getting  on  and 
instead  mounted  the  ancient  escalator  to 
the  street.  The  sun  was  blinding  in  the 
sky  and  Max  stood  in  an  optical  daze  for 
exactly  three  seconds.  Then  he  rubbed  his 
eyes,  crossed  the  street,  and  entered  the 
Public  Garden.  He  sat  on  his  favorite 
bench,  next  to  a fountain  that  was  a 
little  naked  boy . 

Max  had  the  bitter  taste  of  caffeine 
in  his  mouth,  and  he  was  hungry.  A dark 
cloud  passed  in  front  of  the  sun  and  he 
looked  at  his  wrist.  Seven.  Max  craved 
ice  cream,  and  after  wandering  for  a 
while,  he  silently  entered  a deserted  ice 
cream  shop.  He  eyed  the  man  behind  the 
counter  suspiciously  as  he  waited  in  line 
and  thought,  "Oily  homosexuals  work  in 
places  like  this."  Just  then  the  tape  in 
nis  Walkman  came  to  an  abrupt  end  and  he 
heard:  "...help  you?" 

"Negative  chip  cone,"  he  mumbled  con- 
descendingly. When  he  had  paid  he  ate  it 
all  in  one  bite,  and  made  a big  mess. 
Embarrassed,  ne  ran  out  of  the  store  and, 
having  proceeded  to  a safe  distance, 
looked  at  his  chronograph.  Eight  thirty. 
Almost  time  for  work.  He  reached  into  his 
pocket  and  absent-mindedly  took  out  his 
tie,  beginning  to  put  it  on.  Finding  that 
he  was  having  difficulty,  he  looked  down 
only  to  notice  to  his  dismay  that  it  was 
not  in  fact  his  tie  but  a hugh  black  snake 
and  it  was  eyeing  him  viciously. 

When  ne  had  managed  finally  to  hurl  it 
brutally  to  the  ground,  it  conveniently 
took  the  form  of  his  tie  once  again.  A 
good  thing  too,  as  it  was  his  favorite. 
Max  arrived  at  work  at  nine,  and  went  into 
his  office.  He  was  the  proud  manager  of  a 
thriving  Brigham's  and  everything  around 
him  was  red,  white,  and  blue  with  the 
exception  of  a stain  of  indi scernabl e 
color  here  and  there.  Max  hated  his  job. 


Chapter  III 

When  Max  got  home  from  work,  he  turned 
the  TV  on  loud  and  went  to  bed.  At  two  in 
the  morning  he  was  wrenched  from  sleep  by 
absolutely  nothing.  There  was  nothing  to 
be  seen.  He  stood  up  and  went  into  the 
kitchen.  Reaching  past  the  Quaker  Oats 
box  in  which  he  kept  his  money,  he  grabbed 
the  Cream  of  Wheat.  It  was  instant,  and 
he  put  the  water  on  to  boil.  He  loved 
food  that  was  quickly  prepared,  and  this 
one  in  particular,  because  it  tasted  and 
had  the  consistency  of  a fine  gravel,  and 
about  the  same  flavor. 

He  mixed  a triple  portion  in  a large 
glass  bowl  and  sat  down.  Having  said  his 
grace,  he  consumed  the  simple  meal  in 
three  mouthfuls.  Yum.  But  wait!  A 
strange  odor  entered  his  nose  just  then, 
left  nostril  first.  Smoke?  He  looked, 
and  saw  that  his  left  arm  was  engulfed  by 
an  inauspi c ious- looking  blue  flame.  Soon 
it  had  spread  over  his  entire  body.  He 
ran  to  the  bathroom  and  turned  on  the 
shower,  jumping  in  under  the  cold  water. 
But  to  no  avail:  the  flame  was  waxing  in 
int  ens i t y . 

Though  he  lived  on  the  third  floor, 
Max  hurtled  through  the  bathroom  window 
and  down  to  the  street  with  no  damage  to 
himself.  He  ran  naked  three  blocks  down 
the  street  and  stopped,  or  was  stopped, 
abruptly.  He  was  cold,  wet,  and  unclothed. 
Suddenly  a voice.  He  looked  up  and  saw 
nothing,  but  heard,  "Max,  I.  have  stripped 
you  clean  and  enveloped  you  with  fire. 
What  have  you  to  say  in  answer?"  Max  was 
struck  dumb  and  could  not  have  spoken, 
even  had  he  had  something  to  say.  Nor 
could  he  move,  but  stayed  like  this  for 
three  hours. 

It  was  five,  and  Tuesday  as  usual. 
Setting  down  his  radio,  Max  looked  across 
and  eyed  the  unwashed  creature  beyond  the 
two  sets  of  tracks  on  the  outbound  side  of 
the  station.  This  befouled  beast  of  a 
human  was  wearing  a big  yellow  smile  and 
had  on  a grimy  maroon  bathrobe  belt  as  a 
sort  of  tie.  The  loose  wire  to  a set  of 
mute  Walkman  headphones  dangled  by  its 
side.  As  it  wiped  its  brow  on  its  sleeve, 
Max  turned  away  in  disgust  to  write  his 
graffiti  upon  the  wall. 
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CRICKETS 


Stop,  stop,  stop,  stop,  stop  the  senseless  screaming ! 

Silence  the  feudal  incessant  teeming, 

Imnediately,  o God!  Let  me  sleep, 

Sleep,  sleep.  Stop  those  voices  that  weep,  weep,  weep. 

That  sharp  inching  ring  bleeds  into  rrry  ears, 

My  harmonious , uniformed  soul  tears 
As  my  fiery  veins  chill  deep,  deep , deep 
With  the  asychronously  chained  cries  reap 
My  hemorrhaged  heart.  Please  keep  me  in  peace! 

Peace!  Please,  peace!  Scream  no  more!  Cease!  cease!  cease! 

- John  Chan 


FOOTSTEPS  OF  MY  SHADOW 


I walk  along  outside. 

The  sun  is  at  my  side. 

It  stretches  my  shadow  across  the  lawn. 

Now  I can  see  how  I feel  inside  - 

All  stretched  out  and  pushed  to  the  side  - 

In  shadow,  a long,  lazy  yawn. 

The  shadow  holds  my  attention 

Until  I begin  to  fear 

Its  cold,  unsmiling  presence. 

And  though  I walk  in  its  footsteps  __ 

I wish  it  would  go  away. 

- Arnold  J.  Kemp 


IDST. . . 

. . .in  the  void 
( I should  say) 
of  forgetfulness: 
a too  convenient  nepenthe 
my  thought  process  forms. 

Cut  of f 

like  one  deaf  (from  a cry) 
from  the  suffering 
of  everyone 
(myself  included) . 

*** 


Burnt  too  often: 
no  sense  of 
heat 

unt il  I blister 
and  die. 


- John  Cradock 
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I HATE  THE  SKY 


AJTOBIOGRAPHY 

I 

Neither  lust  nor  al oneness  makes 
A readable  poem.  (Yet  somehow  they 
Make  fair  subjects  for  foreign  films.) 
Visible  and  tangible  things 
Like  trash-filled  puddles  or  stops igns 
Are  what  the  blank  page  screams  for. 

II 

Alleys  of  longing  separate 

One  city  youth  from  his  dark  goal: 

Conrrunion  with  electric  nights, 

The  revelation  of  hell's  colors 
Beneath  the  streetlights.  (Midnight 
Comes,  with  fear  in  plain  sight.) 

Ill 

Tom  of  raging  Bedlam  screams 
A shadow-haunted  hyrm  of  praise 
To  androgynous  divinities : 

Cinematic , ice-blue  faces 

In  the  death-drunk  distance .. .God! 

How  society  fears  itself. 

- Thomas  DeFreitas 


I hate  the  sky  and  the  sun. 

I shake  my  fist  at  them  and  cry, 
"Yes,  I’m  the  same  as  anyone, 

But  why  trust  we  all  die?" 

I hate  the  sun  and  the  sky  - 
Away  from  love  I always  run  - 
For  when  old  Death  comes  finally  by, 
I will  be  missed  by  neither  one. 

- John  Cradock 


LES  REGRETS 

It  does  not  seem  fair  - 
We  give  our  love  so  frivolously: 

To  a teddy-bear , 

A puppy -dog, 

A face  in  a magazine, 

When  there  are  those 
Who  need  it  most, 

And  have  none  at  all. 

Ones  who  have  never  heard  the  words: 

"I  love  you" 

"How  be au tiful  you  look" 

The  words  that  mean  so  nuch. 

Ones  who  carry  a burden, 

And  never  get  a smile, 

Except  perhaps  from  pity. 

Ones  who  have  never 
Known  a laugh, 

Whistled  a lively  tune, 

To  brighten  their  gloomy  days. 

It  does  not  seem  fair- 

In  this  world  where  all  love  is  beautiful 
Cne  can  give  all  one's  love  to  a picture 
And  may  never  know  love  at  all. 

- Megan  Thomas 
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WATCHING  YOU 


As  I watched  you  sleep 
I saw  such  beauty  in  your  face  - 
All  pretensions  had  fled , 

Leaving  your  face  full  of  artless  charm. 

I imagined  that  beneath  your  eyelids 
Lay  an  enviable,  absolute  truth. 

Truth  is  so  beautiful  - a golden  early  morning  glow. 
Truth  is  so  painful  - bed  of  thorns. 

I wanted  to  see  the  truth. 

And  there  it  was  reflected  in  your  unconscious  face. 
I wanted  to  experience  the  truth 
So  I kissed  your  unknowing  lips. 

- Arnold  J.  Kemp 


"CHJTNEY'1 


Nature 

The  brill iance  of  a 
Shiny  copper  penny 
Outlined  with  charcoal 
And  sealed  with  a kiss 

Beauty 

Running  circles  with 
Itself  through  miles 
Of  wooded  paths 
In  my  mind 

Life,  my  friend, 

The  essence  of  many 
A summer's  day 
Enclosed,  wrapped  and 
Tied  with  a satin  bow 

Love. 


- Kimberly  Gat  to 


FIREWORKS 

Electric  flowers 

in  sudden  blocm, 
sounding  like 
a distant  thunderstorm, 
turn  into 

a cloud  of 
haze  in 
the  ebony  sky. 


- Christine  IxiRosa 
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THE  THREAT  OF  NUCLEAR  WAR 


FIRST  TASTE 

. . .of  fal  l . 

Crisp  morn i ng  w i nd 
still  sound  except  the  breeze 
Blowing  leaf-filled  tree 
Wa  i t ! 

A glimpse  of  red-brow 
A lonely  leaf 

Taking  the  fateful  first  fall 
Others  cheer  its  valor  in  the  breeze 
...of  fall. 

"heater  weather" 

"Take  a jacket" 

"Finally,  soccer  weather" 

Wind  inspiring  long  lost  energy 

On  the  field 

Feet  pound 

Voices  cry 

Bodies  energize  full 

. . .of  fal l . 

Exhaustion  sets  in 

Wind  strikes  weary  flesh 

Br i ng ing  it  alive 

To  trudge  homeward 

With  a silent  setting  sun. 

- Megan  Thomas 


Don't  they  understand ? 

Can ' t they  real i ze ? 

They  argue  about  who  will  be  first, 

And  wlw  will  retaliate. 

Don't  they  know, 

That  once  one  goes  first  there 
is  no  chance  to  retaliate ? 

That  once  they  decide  they've  had 
enough,  we've  all  had  it ? 

That  if  they  get  angry  at  each  other 
and  press  a button,  none  of  us 
will  live ? 

That  there  will  be  no  one  left 
to  start  again  and  rebuild  our  world ? 
So  they  fight,  with  our  fate  in 
their  hands. 

- Kathy  Wal l 


MY  POEM 

This  is  my  poem. 

Go  ahead,  criticize  it. 

I don't  care. 

Who  are  you  to  judge 
whether  it  is  good  or  bad? 

No  one  ever  gave  you  that  right. 
These  are  my  &:K)tions, 
my  private  thoughts  and  dreams. 
It  makes  no  difference  to  me 
what  you  think, 

For  I l ike  my  poem, 

and  that  is  all  that  matters. 


- Maria  Blackburn 


"A  YXNG  MAN  IN  THE  DARK  AM  I” 

- W.  B . Yeats 

Joshua  Glenn 

The  wine  we  had  had  the  night  before 
was  pure  roach  killer;  we  hadn’t  become  so 
much  drunk  as  just  plain  stupid.  In  the 
morning  my  brain  cells  were  still  grubby, 
so  I doused  them  with  caffeine  and  went 
outside.  A balmy  early  September  breeze 
blew  away  the  webs  in  my  ears,  and  a great 
bubble  of  contentment  welled  up  in  my 
chest.  "Today,"  I thought,  "Today..." 
then  I felt  my  eyelids  droop  in  their 
cynical  way,  and  my  face  took  on  its  Real- 
Life  appearance.  I wandered  back  inside 
in  search  of  a Pop-Tart. 

Jerry  showed  up  around  noon,  his  hard, 
angular  body  softened  by  a faded  black 
Guinness  sweatshirt  and  a baggy  pair  of 
pants,  probably  mine.  He  looked  warm  and 
runpled,  untouched  by  the  world,  it  seemed 
to  me . 

"Let's  get  some,  ah,  pizza."  I sugges- 
ted dully.  The  very  sight  of  Jerry  made 
pimples  pop  out  on  my  face. 

As  we  walked  to  the  train  station,  or 
rather,  as  Jerry  loped  and  I shuffled  to 
the  train  station,  I tried  to  drink  a 
beer,  but  it  was  too  cold  for  my  raw 
throat.  Jer's  arms  swung  easily  as  he 
moved  - he  was  contained,  reliable,  ready 
for  action.  I threw  the  half-empty  can  of 
beer  into  the  weeds  of  a vacant  lot. 

In  the  trolley's  stained  rear-veiw 
mirror  I examined  my  complexion.  I wasn't 
doing  so  badly  this  morning,  I thought  - 
if  you  would  just  get  a shave  and  learn 
how  to  use  a comb,  you'd  be  a fine  figure 
of  a man,  I told  myself.  Wincing  at  the 
reflection  of  my  insincere  smile,  I headed 
to  where  Jerry  was  sitting,  very  straight- 
backed,  and  slumped  down  next  to  him, 
pulling  a ragged  copy  of  Fahrenheit  451 
out  of  my  pocket  to  avoid  conversation. 

It  was  a pretty  wild  little  ditty,  I 
thought.  "He  felt  his  body  divide  itself 
into  a hotness  and  a coldness,"  I read,  "a 
softness  and  a hardness,  a trembling  and  a 
not  trembling,  the  two  halves  grinding  one 
upon  the  other." 

Climbing  the  stairs  of  the  downtown 
station,  I bumped  into  Paul,  an  old  "drink- 
ing buddy."  Drinking  had,  of  course,  been 
relatively  low  on  our  list  of  chemical 
entertainment . 


"Hey,  what's  up,  man?"  he  asked, 
obviously  glad  to  see  me. 

"Nothin'  much."  I mumbled,  trying  to 
get  away. 

"Listen,  man,  if  you  want  to  get..." 
he  began,  but  I interrupted  him  hastily, 
before  Jer  could  reach  us. 

"Thanks,  man,  but  I've  got  a date." 

Paul's  face  fell,  and  he  turned  back 
into  the  crowd  without  saying  goodbye. 

Time  was,  just  a year  ago,  when  I 
would  have  run  a mile  in  the  snow  to  get 
high  with  Paul.  I'd  spend  weeks  on  his 
fire  escape  with  nothing  but  pot  for  break- 
fast, poetry  for  lunch,  and  beer  for 
dinner.  The  missing  days.  You  didn't 
have  to  think  too  hard,  just  say  whatever 
came  into  your  head,  and  you  were  always 
right . 

Town  suddenly  seemed  awfully  dreary. 
The  bums  were  out  in  full  battle  regalia 
today,  and  the  pigeons  were  as  big  as 
cats.  A wave  of  depression,  like  grey 
snow,  had  washed  over  me  in  the  train 
station  and  was  settling  through  my  pores, 
into  my  blood,  into  my  bones.  I slipped 
on  my  shades  against  the  harsh  leaky  sun- 
light as  we  headed  slowly  towards  our 
standard  pizza  joint.  My  hands,  by  sheer 
force  of  habit,  began  to  dig  listlessly 
through  my  various  pockets,  transferring 
all  the  cash  to  one  location.  Eventually 
I came  up  with  two  dollar  bills  so  old 
they  felt  like  Kleenex,  and  about  three 
bucks  in  trolley  change. 

Over  your  basic  large  extra-cheese  I 
tried  to  articulate  my  mood  to  Jerry,  who 
never  lifted  his  eyes  from  his  plate. 

"It's  like,  well,  it's  like. ..oh,  I 
don't  know,  man,  it's  like,  it's  like  here 
I am,  you  know?  Now.  But,  I mean,  what 
am  I doing?  I mean,  it's  not  just  that 
same  old  thing,  it's  like..."  Jer  finished 
his  Root  Beer  and  reached  for  mine.  Root 
Beer.  For  Christ's  sake. 

I blew  out  a long  breath,  from  the 
shoulders,  and  put  my  head  down,  suddenly 
weary.  The  restaurant's  radio  was  playing 
some  really  ugly,  vicious  garage  rock, 
with  a lot  of  screeching  and  banging.  My 
arm  smelled  nice,  I thought,  sort  of  warm, 
and  boyish  or  something,  like  the  way  my 
t-shirts  smelled.  This  arm  needs  a girl- 
friend, I thought. 
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"Listen,"  said  Jerry  with  his  mouth 
full,  "what  were  the  last  five,  books  you 
read?  I gotta  put  something  down  for  my 
suraner  reading,  and  all  I can  think  of  is 
Chant  and  Be  Happy."  Sumier  reading. 

The  table  was  sticky.  My  cheek  stuck 
to  it.  I was  stuck  to  the  table  and  Jerry 
was  eating  my  pizza.  I felt  old  and 
hunched-up  or  something.  Jerry  ate  my 
ice. 

We  were  wandering  North  or  so  when 
Lissberg  pulled  up  in  a sick  Jeep, 
absorbed  us,  and  took  the  show  to  one  of 
those  interminable  townhouse  parties.  Jer 
and  Liss  sat  up  front,  blasting  some 
California  Surf  Nazi  tunes,  while  I lay  on 
the  back  seat,  my  face  hot  against  the 
torn  vinyl.  There  was  a half  bottle  of 
Demestica  rolling  around  on  the  floor. 

Liss  and  I went  way  back.  He  was  from 
my  neighborhood,  a dead-ender  like  me,  a 
vacant  lot  rat.  He  and  I used  to  crash 
parties  all  the  time,  before  I got  social 
and  was  invited  to  them.  As  a matter  of 
fact  it  was  Liss  who  got  me  busted  by  the 
Science  Museum  Rent-A-Cops.  Or  maybe  it 
was  the  other  way  around.  Whatever... 
that  was  when  my  dad  and  I had  the  big 
blow-up  and  I took  off  like  your  typical 
I-Hate-You  teenager.  That  was  two  or 
three  years  ago,  and  I hadn't  been  back 
yet.  I mean,  I was  older  now,  and  wiser, 
and  I avoided  all  those  usual  molds  - like 
the  Oh- ye ah- I-spl i t -a- couple -of -years -ago 
mold,  but  there  was  no  reason  to  go  back. 
Life  was  easier  this  way. 

We  pulled  up  outside  the  house  tucked 
in  our  shirts,  and  inserted  ourselves  into 
the  nascent  party.  I say  nascent  because 
the  sun  was  still  out,  and  only  the  real 
dregs  of  society  were  there  - people  like 
us,  people  who  had  no  lives.  I nodded  to 
a thirty-year-old  dude  in  a bright  U 2 
t-shirt  who  was  smoking  some  pot  left  over 
from  1971,  avoided  a gaggle  of  boy/girls 
in  black  and  white,  left  Jer  and  Liss  with 
some  white  trash  girls  smoking  Virginia 
Slims,  and  went  in  search  of  some  sacred 
Heineken.  Only  because  I was  bored  of 
sex,  drugs,  and  rock  and  roll. 

By  ten  o'clock  the  scene  was  toler- 
able, from  a numbness  point  of  view,  any- 
way. There  were  a couple  of  smelly  skin- 
heads doing  coke  in  the  bathroom  but  they 
made  room  for  me  to  relieve  myself.  I 
leaned  against  a poster  of  Einstein  riding 


a bike  so  as  not  to  make  a mess.  Down- 
stairs, some  time  later,  I found  myself 
dancing  with  an  old  friend,  whose  clothes 
were  definitely  falling  off.  We  sat  on  a 
couch  in  the  shadows  and  got  down  to 
business,  but  my  lips  were  full  of  Nova- 
caine  and  the  cushions  kept  sliding  out 
from  under  me,  so  I went  in  search  of 
carrot  sticks. 

"Drugs  are  one  thing,"  I explained  to 
someone,  "but  beer  is  another."  My 
pimples  were  all  cleared  up,  my  hair  was 
doing  the  right  thing,  my  pants  were 
relat ively  dry. . . 

Around  midnight,  I guess,  I was  look- 
ing at  some  books  in  the  study.  There 
were  a couple  of  poetry  collections,  and  I 
recognized  some  of  the  names.  Because  of 
my  dad.  He  was  into  poetry  in  a big  way. 

"Un  baiser  doit  a r re  ter  le  temps."  I 
said  aloud.  Oh  man,  I hate  it  when  I talk 
out  loud  when  I'm  drunk,  I thought.  I 
hate  being  a typical  drunk  teenager.  A 
kiss  should  stop  time.  I glanced  through 
a little  book  by  Rilke,  and  he  said  some- 
thing about,  "Don't  bother  listening  to 
your  parents,  because  they  can't  give  you 
advice,  they  can  only  love  you."  Yeah, 
yeah.  Same  old  stuff.  My  hair  was  begin- 
ning to  get  lopsided.  Time  to  go. 

Jer  invited  me  to  crash  out  in  the 
'burbs,  so  we  caught  the  last  trolley  out 
and  sacked  in  the  rear.  I was  exhausted 
to  the  point  of  not  being  able  to  sleep, 
and  I couldn't  take  my  eyes  off  of  Jer. 
There  was  only  more  Jerry  inside  of  him, 
not  like  me.  Inside  me  there  was  someone 
else,  someone  who  had  real  thoughts  and 
was  pretty  nice.  It  was  his  parents,  I 
decided.  He  didn't  appreciate  them  enough, 
i t seemed  to  me  . 

"You  know,"  I said,  rather  slurred, 
"You  do  not  appreciate  your  parents." 

"Yes  I do."  said  Jerry. 

I fell  asleep. 

Sunday  was  one  of  those  Uncomf or tabl e 
Weather  Days.  The  sky  had  cramps,  and  the 
wind  seemed  to  be  painfully  holding  its 
breath,  like  it  was  afraid  to  let  loose. 
One  of  those  days  when  a big  clairmy  hand 
just  grabs  you  between  the  shoulderbl ades 
and  twists.  As  I plodded  home  along  soggy 
sidewalks,  my  sneakers  flopping  with  ugly 
noises  on  the  tarnished  concrete,  I felt 
more  grim  than  ever.  If  I had  wanted  to, 
I could  have  taken  a two-minute  detour  and 
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been  on  dad's  front  porch.  My  front 
porch.  Yeah,  oh  boy,  hugs  and  kisses  all 
around.  Good  old  dad  would  take  one  look 
at  me  in  my  rotten  clothes,  with  bloodshot 
eyes,  and  pasty,  scaly  skin,  with  my  hair 
plastered  over  my  forehead,  and  slam  the 
door  in  try  f ace . 

I just  wanted  to  lie  in  the  dark. 
Alone.  Lie  in  the  dark  feeling  my  heart 
beat,  maybe  listening  to  some  gloomy  Joy 
Division,  maybe  not.  The  rain  soaked 
trhough  my  jacket  and  trickled  into  my 
armpits.  There  was  a soggy  skateboard 
magazine  in  the  gutter  - "Vertical 
Explosions!"  the  cover  said.  A rank  smell 
of  wet  wool  began  to  rise  from  my  scarf 
into  my  nostrils.  This  was  lovely.  Rub- 
bing a sweaty  hand  over  my  greasy  fore- 
head, I shivered  and  thought  about  all  the 
sharp  objects  in  my  apartment.  Then,  I 
began  to  laugh. 

My  God,  it  was  all  so  ludicrous.  All 
my  life  I had  tried  to  avoid  stereotypes, 
and  here  I was,  the  depressed  teenage 
rebel.  No  way,  dude.  Oily  one  thing  left 
to  do. 

I tilted  my  head  to  the  ashen  sky  and 
felt  the  rain  on  my  teeth.  The  clouds 
finally  let  loose  and  raindrops,  real, 
honest  raindrops  pelted  down.  And  I 
smiled.  A real  smile. 

Dad  was  happy  to  see  me. 


I SHALL  ENDEAVOR 

I shall  endeavor: 

No  longer  here, 

I am  alone  there; 

Too  slow  in  my  haste 
I am  left  alone. 

No,  it's  ok: 

Wonder  not  whys  — 

For  those  who  do, 

Lose. 

Dirty  look: 

Hateless?  Lie 
On.  Hell  can  wait . 

No,  I can  stand. 

Get  lost.  Help- 
lessly I look 
For  some  under- 
standing: none,  of  course. 

- John  Cradock 
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NOSE-RING 


- Would  you  love  me  if  I had  a nose-ring ? 

- No. 

- What? 

But  then  I see ; 

a ring  in  my  nose  would  not  be  me. 

- Arum  Macgregor 


THE  HOLY  SEASON 


Despite  the  weather 
(the  orange  winds  of  fall 
and  green  of  April), 


God's  children  safely  stay:  the  savior's  hands 
protect  the  small  towns  from  the  blizzard  tides, 
prevent  the  ark's  timber  from  rotting 
and  keep  the  just -born  babies,  golden,  asleep. 

Never  forgotten 
(blessed  by  the  raindrop) 
is  the  landscape 


where  the  youngsters  learned  to  grow  and  fight 
against  adulthood  creeping  in  from  all  sides. 
Their  wishes  whispered  to  the  dark  have  never 
gone  ignored,  unanswered,  wished  in  vain. 

Words  reach  heaven 
unseen  through  today's  cry 
of  love  and  rain 

but  where  is  the  saint  or  sage  who  can  explain 
the  adolescent  pair  of  sister  suicides? 

This  question  will  echo  long  past  the  holy  season 
for  the  answer  lies  nowhere  on  this  landscape . 

The  hi l Itop  cross 
sheds  artifical  light 
each  evening,  despite. 


- Thomas  DeFreitas 


SLOWLY,  GRASPING  IT ... 

Slowly  grasping  it 

As  if  I'm  in  a dream 

Hearing  the  tinkling  of  glass 

Heeding  the  midnight  scheme 

I sit  motionless 

Hand  in  face 

Filling  this  space 

An  I alone? 

Whthout  grace  am  I 

Without  love  in  a daydream  of  lust 

But  the  day's  dreaming  without  me 

Let  me  come  into  it 

Let  i t come  into  me 

Fearless,  heartless , drifting  souls 

A mundane  sphere  of  hunt  and  spree 

Take  me  from  the  scene  of  l ight 

They'll  hear  my  cry 

Or  let  me  die 


What  possessed  me? 

- Nancy  Ding  ley 
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ALL  THE  TINC  IN  THE  WORLD 

John  Radosta 


"It  works!  I'm  telling  you  it's 
totally  foolproof.  It  took  me  twenty 
years,  but  now  it's  perfect." 

I nodded  my  head  in  mock  belief.  Jim 
was  my  best  friend,  but  how  could  I 
believe  him?  He  said  he  had  developed  a 
device  that  could  slow  down  time  to  a mere 
fraction  of  what  we  are  used  to.  And  what 
was  really  interesting  was  that  if  you 
were  under  its  influence,  you'd  never 
know;  even  the  thought  process  was  slowed 
immensely . 

"Tell  me  the  story  again."  I said. 

Jim  took  a deep  breath  and  retold  his 
story:  "Twenty  years  ago  I read  an 
obscure  article  proving  that  everything, 
including  time,  was  matter,  in  some  form 
or  another.  There  were  many  more  phases 
to  matter  besides  the  three  most  conmon 
ones:  liquid,  solid,  and  gas. 

"The  article,  written  by  Gustov 
Patoka,  a German  scientist,  stated  that, 
since  time  was  matter,  it  could  be 
contained  and  controlled  with  the  proper 
tools.  And  this,  my  friend,  is  it." 

He  rested  his  hand  on  a metal  box, 
about  the  size  of  a shoe  box.  Out  of  the 
front  two  antennae,  each  about  six  inches 
long,  jutted  out  at  an  angle  and  joined 
together  at  the  ends.  On  top  were  two 
clock-like  dials  and  a three-way  switch. 

I picked  it  up.  It  weighed  about  five 
pounds . 


He  continued:  "In  my  studies,  I 
discovered  that  a strong  enough  bolt  of 
highly  concentrated  electricity  could 
affect  the  speed  of  time.  Its  molecules 
and  atoms,  trillions  of  times  smaller  than 
the  smallest  known  atom,  have  a neutral 
electrical  charge.  A large  enough  blast 
of  positive  or  negative  charges  would 
change  the  molecules  to  that  charge, 
either  speeding  it  up  or  slowing  it  down, 
respect ively." 

"But,"  I asked,  "What  good  would  that 
be,  just  moving  so  fast,  or  so  slow  that 
you  couldn't  do  anything  about  it?" 

"CJi,  That's  where  you're  wrong  Steve. 
See  these  electrodes?"  He  pulled  two 
wires  out  from  the  back  of  the  box  that  I 
hadn't  seen  before.  When  he  let  go  of 
them,  they  automatically  snapped  back  in. 
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"When  I use  this  machine,  I hook  them  up 
to  myself.  When  the  generator  is  on,  it 
produces  enough  of  the  charge  opposite  to 
what  I'm  using  to  leave  me  in  a suspended 
space  of  time.  That  way  I can  move  about 
at  will  among  the  other  people  who  are 
moving  so  slow.  By  the  way,  this  only 
slows  down  time,  I wouldn't  want  everybody 
speeding  around  me,  now,  would  I?" 

"A  few  people  are  going  to  go  nuts  if 
they  find  they're  not  moving  right  and 
can' t help  it ,"  I said. 

"That's  not  true."  Jim  said.  "Bow 
long  do  you  think  it  took  to  get  over  here 
once  I called  you?" 

I remembered  perfectly,  I was  sitting 
in  my  yard  next  door,  when  Jim  stuck  his 
head  out  the  window'  and  said  to  come  over 
right  away.  "Less  than  a minute,  I'd 
bet  ." 

"According  to  my  watch,  it  took  you 
two  months.  Since  I've  called  you,  I've 
driven  to  California  and  back  and  visited 
New  York.  And  not  one  full  minute  passed 
on  your  watch."  He  smiled  triumphantly. 
There  was  no  way  I could  believe  it. 

"Prove  it."  I said. 

"I  can't  prove  that,  but  how  about 
this?  What  are  you  wearing?" 

I instinctively  looked  down.  I had  on 
shorts,  sneakers,  and  a Hawaiian  shirt.  I 
heard  a click. 

"Now  what  are  you  wearing?"  Jim  asked. 

Again  I looked  down;  in  less  than  a 
second,  my  summer  clothes  had  disappeared 
and  were  replaced  by  a tuxedo,  shined 
shoes  and  all! 

"How  the  hell  did  you  do  that?"  I 
asked,  looking  at  him  suspiciously. 

"That  took  twenty  minutes."  Jim  said. 
It  would've  taken  fifteen,  but  I didn't 
know  where  you  kept  your  shoe  polish." 

I still  wasn't  totally  sure.  There 
are  ways  of  tricking  people  that  way, 
aren't  there? 

"Le t me  try  it."  I said. 

"Allright."  he  said.  "But  I'll  have 
to  go  with  you.  If  something  goes  wrong, 
there'll  be  problems." 

Pie  taped  an  electrode  on  my  arm,  and 
put  the  other  on  himself.  I looked  at  the 
three-way  switch.  It  was  in  the  middle  of 
the  slot.  The  top  had  a plus  and  the 
bottom  a minus. 


"1  thought  this  only  slowed  time.  Why 
do  you  have  plus  and  minus?" 

"The  plus  side  only  works  after  the 
minus  has  been  used.  That  neutralizes  the 
atoms  once  again  for  normal  running  time. 
Now  pusbi  the  button  to  minus  and  we'll  be 
off." 

I pushed  the  switch.  In  my  arm  I felt 
a brief  tingling  around  the  electrode. 

We  went  outside.  Everything  seemed 
normal  until  I saw  a dog  in  midair  leaping 
to  catch  a frisbee  thrown  by  his  master. 

I could  barely  see  him  floating  in  the 
air.  The  frisbee  spun  with  agonizing 
s lowness  . 

"And  they  don't  know  what's  going  on?" 

1 asked. 

"Everything,  including  the  thought 
process  is  affected.  Obviously  you 
haven't  noticed  the  colors." 

I looked  around.  I had  missed  the 
fact  that  everything  seemed  muted,  as  if 
the  day  was  overcast,  but  it  was  actually 
cloudless.  Even  light  was  affected! 

"What's  the  range  on  this  thing?"  I 
asked . 

"That's  one  thing  I'm  not  sure  of. 
But  it  seems  to  reach  at  least  to  the  sun. 
I think  it  affects  just  a small  area  and 
creates  a chain  reaction.  Who  knows  how 
far  it  could  reach?" 

We  walked  to  the  town  center.  People 
seemed  to  be  frozen  in  place  everywhere  in 
all  sorts  of  positions. 

"How  do  they  see  us  if  even  light  is 
slowed  down?"  I asked. 

"I  think  they  see  a brief  flicker  of 
movement  and  that's  it,"  Jim  said. 

I looked  up  at  the  sky.  A plane 
seemed  to  hover  in  place.  When  I looked 
again  about  ten  minutes  later,  it  had 
barely  moved  the  length  of  its  own  body,  I 
was  getting  nervous. 

"Watch  this."  said  Jim.  There  was  a 
little  shop  on  the  corner.  We  went  in  and 
looked  around.  Jim  took  about  a dozen 
soft  drink  cans  from  the  cooler  and 
stacked  them  one  on  top  of  the  other  in 
front  of  the  lady  behind  the  counter.  We 
left  the  shop  and  turned  the  corner  on  a 
deserted  street.  Jim  pushed  the  switch  to 
positive.  Suddenly  the  poor  lady  ran 
screaming  out  of  the  shop.  Oie  or  two 
cans  were  following,  rolling  on  the  floor. 
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Before  she  hit  the  street,  Jim  flicked 
the  switch  back  to  negative.  By  now  I was 
used  to  the  slight  tingle. 

"That  lady  thinks  she's  crazy!"  I 
said. 

"It'll  do  her  good."  said  Jim.  "She's 
been  working  there  ten  hours  a day,  six 
days  a week  for  twenty  years.  Maybe 
she'll  take  a vacation  now." 

I was  really  uneasy  now.  He  could  do 
almost  anything  he  wanted  to,  and  no  one 
could  stop  him.  I wondered  if  he'd 
thought  yet  just  exactly  what  that  meant. 

In  the  next  few  weeks  lots  of  strange 
things  happened  around  town.  Some  of  the 
more  impressionable  people  thought  it  was 
ghosts  or  devils.  Others  thought  it  was 
just  imagination.  I knew  it  was  Jim.  I 
had  to  stop  him.  So  far  it  had  been  only 
foolish  childish  pranks,  but  I figured 
he'd  move  on  to  more  profitable  escapades. 

I tried  to  talk  to  him  one  day. 

"Jim"  I said,  "you  have  to  stop  this. 
Half  the  people  in  this  town  think  they're 
crazy,  and  the  other  half  is  about  to  join 
them.  This  machine  of  yours  has  done  not 
one  iota  of  goodness  yet.  Sure,  it's  a 
great  invention,  but  if  you're  not  going 
to  put  it  to  good  use,  I think  you  should 
get  rid  of  it." 

"What?  Me,  James  Hayes,  the  world's 
greatest  inventor,  destroy  my  own  revo- 
lutionary invention?" 

"It  may  not  be  revolutionary  for  long. 
You  haven't  even  got  a patent  for  it. 
Anyone  could  break  into  your  house  and 
steal  it.  Then  where  would  you  be?" 

"The  casing  is  impregnably  sealed,  and 
if  someone  were  to  steal  it  and  study  it  - 
which  they  couldn't  do  because  it  is 
a lwavs  within  inches  of  myself  - the 
super-generator  inside  is  so  advanced,  no 
one  could  figure  it  out.  My  machine  is 
totally  safe  from  anybody  else."  Then  he 
flicked  the  switch  on  his  "variable  time 
adjuster"  as  he  called  it,  and  he 
disappeared. 

The  next  day  my  fears  were  realized. 
The  local  bank  reported  a huge  heist  that 
had  apparently  occured  during  banking 
hours.  The  police  were  totally  baffled  by 
the  lack  of  clues  which  should  have  been 
there . 


S 


I immediately  went  to  Jim's  house,  he 
had  left  me  a note  on  the  kitchen  table 
(for  years  we  had  been  ignoring  the 
formality  of  knocking).  It  made  me 
furious.  It  read:  "Gone  to  Europe  for 
lengthy  tour.  Be  back  in  an  hour." 

"Suddenly  inexplicable  crimes  were 
reported  all  over  the  globe,  all 
apparently  at  about  the  same  time.  World 
leaders  sought  ways  to  protect  their 
countries'  possessions,  but  all  was  for 
nought.  Countries  were  pitting  themselves 
against  others,  blaming  each  other  for  the 
massive  thefts,  but  nobody  had  any  basis 
for  these  accusations. 

In  short,  an  hysteric  paranoia  had 
engulfed  the  entire  planet. 

Finally  I convinced  myself  I had  to 
turn  my  friend  in  to  the  authorities.  I 
drove  to  the  nearest  metropolis  and  went 
to  the  F. B. I . 

When  I told  them  I knew  how  the  crimes 
were  being  committed  and  by  whom,  I was 
regarded  as  a jokester  and  was  asked  to 
leave.  But  I persisted,  and  finally  an 
off-duty  agent  gave  me  an  audience. 

I told  him  everything.  From  my 
instant  change  of  clothes,  to  the  old  lady 
in  the  store.  I even  showed  him  the  note 
J im  had  left  me . 

I explained  Jim's  theory  on  the 
material  nature  of  time  as  best  as  I 
could,  but  of  course  he  didn't  believe  me. 
He  said  they  would  look  into  it  and  get 
back  to  me  if  they  needed  any  information, 
but  his  tone  of  voice  betrayed  his  lack  of 
belief.  Dejectedly,  I thanked  the  agent, 
and  drove  home. 
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Meanwhile,  Jim  had  returned  to  his 
childish  jokes  again,  but  on  a much 
greater  scale.  Oie  morning,  the  leaders 
of  several  countries  found  they  each  had 
the  desk  of  another  leader,  completely 
intact,  in  place  of  his  own . 

Airplanes  returned  to  their  points  of 
departure  with  no  explanations.  Every  pad 
in  Beverly  hi  1 1 s was  suddenly  empty. 
Everything  was  turned  topsy-tur vey . 

I often  found  souvenirs  from  foreign 
countries  around  my  house.  I could  never 
find  Jim.  he  was  always  off  raising  hell 
around  the  world.  It  was  futile  to  try  to 
find  my  friend,  so  I wrote  him  a letter. 

I explained  to  him  how  important  it  was 
that  I speak  to  him.  I left  it  on  his 
refrigerator,  where  he  was  bound  to  find 
i t . 

The  next  day,  I found  Jim  sitting  on 
my  couch.  I was  watching  television,  when 
he  seemed  to  materialize  out  of  nowhere. 
The  brighter  colors  showed  first,  then, 
slowly,  the  less  noticeable  colors  came 
into  view.  he  was  smiling  from  ear  to 
ear.  H'e  turned  off  his  machine. 

"You  wanted  to  talk  to  me?"  he  said 
arrogant  1 y . 

"You've  been  stealing."  I said.  I 
couldn't  think  of  anything  else  to  say. 

"Prove  it."  he  snorted.  I wasn't 
dealing  with  my  friend  anymore.  This  was 
someone  totally  different. 

"Listen.  I told  you  before.  If 
you're  not  going  to  put  that  damned  gadget 
to  good  use,  get  rid  of  it.  And  don't 
play  innocent  with  me.  You  know  as  well 
as  I do  the  reason  for  these  'mysterious' 
robberies.  If  you  don't  destroy  that 
variable  time  adjustor  or  whatever  the 
hell  you  call  it,  I'll  have  to  do  it 
myself."  I told  him. 

Ije  waved  my  threat  away  with  a flick 
of  his  wrist.  He  looked  me  straight  in 
the  eye  and  said  "I'd  just  like  to  see  you 
try."  He  turned  on  the  adjustor  and 
evaporated  before  my  eyes. 

Jim's  stealing  spree  continued  full 
speed  ahead.  I often  wondered  where  he 
had  put  his  bounty.  I was  bitter  with  the 
thought  of  having  lost  a life-long  friend 
to  crime.  I neglected  my  work,  chores, 


and  family.  I wasn't  married,  but  I was 
still  close  to  my  parents  and  brothers. 
They  all  said  I had  become  increasingly 
moody,  and  I offered  no  explanation  and 
little  apology.  I had  almost  become  a 
hermit,  sulking  around  my  house,  leaving 
only  when  I needed  something. 

Then  abruptly,  all  the  stealing 
stopped.  All  the  stolen  items  were 
returned  as  mysteriously  as  they  had 
disappeared.  I was  confused  by  Jim's 
sudden  change  of  heart,  especially  since 
he'd  shown  so  much  determination  the  last 
t ime  I ' d seen  him. 

Then,  a day  or  two  later,  I found  a 
note  on  the  kitchen  table.  Despite  its 
brevity,  it  explained  everything.  It 
read: 


STEVE  - 

THE  WORST  HAS  HAPPENED.  SCMETHING 
BROKE  INSIDE  THE  VARIABLE  TIME 
ADJUSTOR  AND  I CAN'T  BREAK  THE 
SEAL.  I'M  STUCK  HERE.  I CAN'T 
EVEN  BUILD  A NEW  ONE:  I BURNED  THE 
DAMN  PLANS.  THAT'S  WHY  I PUT  EVERY- 
THING BACK.  WHAT  GOCD  IS  IT  TO  ME 
NOW? 

I KNOW  IT'S  A LITTLE  LATE  NOW,  BUT 
I AM  SORRY.  I SUPPOSE  THIS  IS  SCME 
SORT  OF  PRISON  TERM  FOR  ME.  NOW  I 
PAVE  ALL  THE  TIME  IN  THE  WORLD  TO 
BE  SO  SORRY. 

TOUR  FRIEND  FOREVER, 

JIM 
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TWO 


There  are  two  people  who  walk  these  hallowed  halls 
They  both  have  the  same  names,  and  even  look  alike 
Yet  they  are  as  different  from  one  another 
As  night  is  from  day 

One  is  alvjays  l augh i ng 

She  acts  as  if  she  has  not  a care  in  the  world 
or  a bit  of  intelligence  in  her  head. 

She  loves  to  make  others  smile 

at  her  foolish  sayings  and  childish  ways, 

While  at  the  seme  time  she  is  crying  inside 

The  other  is  serious  and  staid. 

She  is  always  worrying  — even  over  things 
that  are  not  in  her  control . 

She  rarely  goes  outside 

Unless  certain  situations  permit, 

But  usual ly,  they  never  do 

Is  it  wrong  to  keep  two  souls 
harbored  in  one  body  — 

One  for  others  and  one  for  yourself ? 

- Maria  G.  Blackburn 


PASTEL 

I woke  to  an  incandescent -l ighted  room; 
Auturm  dawn  no  longer  greets  me. 

I sat  motionlessly  in  my  melancholy 
And  lead-dark  closet  transformed  to 
Stone.  The  shadowy  wall 
Was  staring  at  me;  I was  the  wall: 

There  was  no  significance . It  was  filled 
With  a purposeless  void,  hanging  erect 
In  dire  limbo:  to  be  Born, 

To  Live,  and  to  Die ; perhaps 
To  dream  of  a thousand  pinned  souls 
Seeking  freedom  in  a single  emission, 
Freed  fr cm  all  that  antiquities  had 
Tilled  in  my  brain  yestermillenia 
(Or  more).  The  stone  had  turned 
Hollow  and  within  echoed  a 
Mute 
Scream. 

- John  Chan 
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"MIRROR  WORLD' 


I am  the  other  one; 

I an:  with  you  everyday; 

I an  the  other  one; 

1 am  like  you  in  every  vuy. 

I hear  the  silent  scream ; 

I feel  what  is  not  there; 

I dream  the  inpossible  dream. 

I am  never , and  always  there. 

I know  your  deepest  secret. 

I think  your  every  thought. 

I live  in  the  mirror  world, 

The  one  that  tin\e  forgot. 

If  I could  leave  this  silvery  hell, 

Oh,  vhat  tales  I'd  tell 
About  this  backwards  life, 

The  one  that’s  cold  as  Ice ; 

But  is  your  world  any  better? 

Do  you  live  in  a hell , 

Or  is  it  like  a flower  that  only  you  can  smell? 
There  must  be  a better  Place 
For  our  world  is  just  a waste. 


I am  the  other  one: 

My  task  is  never  done. 


- Justin  Roberson 


REFLECTIONS  OF  TFUTh 

Here  I am,  looking  at  the  world, 
Daring  to  take  off  my  rose-colored 
glasses  for  a peek  at  the  truth. 

And  the  truth  hurts. 

I know  I rrust  try, 

I rrust  take  my  head  out  of  the  clouds 
and  leave  this  fantasy  world  I've 
created . 

After  all,  nobody's  home  is  a Utopia. 
I've  got  to  learn  to  accept  it  with 
it's  mistakes  and  try  to  inprove  it 
instead  of  covering  it  up  and  hoping 
i t will  go  away. 

So,  here  I am,  looking  at  this  world, 
And  wondering  what  happened  to  it. 

- Kathy  Wal  l 
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THE  D0M4P0UR  28  oct  85 


The  jazzy  synths 

Here  I am 

blew  out  their 

and  it  is  Fall . 

mechanical  notes. 

Staring  into  the 

The  bass  resounded, 

ever  deeper 

filled  the  tune  wi th 

(ever  cloudier) 

the  steady  accompaniment 
of  the  drum, 

pool  of  memory. 

sounding  constant 
and  strong 

And  storing. 

through  the  stereo. 

Cool  air  push 
me  awake  Now. 

It  started  suddenly, 

Sucking  in 

The  downpour. 

the  unseen  savior 

The  mechanical  lightning 

(30°  F I think) 

flashed. 

and  returning . 

The  thunder  resounded 
in  the  distance  with 

Returning? 

the  steady  accompaniment 

I l ook  up 

of  the  rain, 

and  see  the  Sky. 

sounding  constant 

Staring  into  the 

and  strong 

ever  shallower 

through  the  frame  of  the  house. 

I turned  off  the  stereo 

(ever  cloudier) 
pool  of  to  be. 

to  listen  to  the 
rrusic . 

- John 

- Christine  LaRosa 


EENNINGKN  SWEET  CEMETERY 

When  the  graveyard  thistles  September's  entrance 
Autumn  begins  its  brisk  and  windy  backbite 
And  days  spill  into  night 
With  sol&m  and  twil  ighted  decadence. 

Dead  men's  shadows  at  five  o'clock  on  the  headstone 
Are  out  stared  by  the  frowning  glaring  eye 
Of  the  unwarming  sun, 

Dayl ight’ s half-brother  to  the  nighttime  sky. 

Don't  number  me  among  those  life-drained  shadows.  I'm 
Alive  and  spinning  well  and  fighting  time. 

I seize  the  day  despite 

The  ki  1 1 ing  advanc&nent  of  the  twi  l ight . 

- Thcrnas  DeFreitas 


Cradock 


19 


THE  BUS  RIDE 

J . Maroun 

The  bus  had  only  eight  passengers;  two 
elderly  women  who  sat  in  the  front  seats 
behind  the  bus  driver,  five  teenage  girls 
who  sat  in  the  rear,  and  a young  man, 
perhaps  twenty-seven  or  twenty  eight.  The 
girls,  as  the  weary  man  noted,  were  dis- 
cussing some  theological  topics  which  at 
first  seemed  quite  boring,  but,  as  the 
conversation  proceeded,  the  gentleman 
suddenly  became  interested  and,  suddenly 
deciding  to  indulge  himself,  broke  in,  "If 
I may  interrupt,  what  if  there  is  no  God?" 

The  girls  just  stared,  either  shocked 
by  the  statement  or  the  man  himself. 

"What  do  you  mean?"  braved  one  of  the 
girls.  She  was  short,  blond,  and  held  a 
cigarette  in  her  left  hand. 

"I  mean  exactly  what  I said.  What  if 
God  doesn't  exist?  What  if  there  is  no 
God?" 

"Of  course  there  is  a God!"  a second 
girl  retorted. 

"Oh?"  questioned  the  young  man. 

"Yeah,  there  are  historical  facts  that 
show  the  actual  existence  of  Jesus 
Girist."  A look  of  triumph  washed  upon 
her  face. 

"Where?" 

"The  Bible." 

"What  if  that's  a lie?  The  Aeneid  is 
supposed  to  be  a true  account?" 

"Yeah,  but  that's  different,"  a third 
girl  broke  in. 

"How?" 

"Well  its  just  a story.  There  are  no 
such  things  as  sea  gods,  nymphs,  and 
cyclopses.  It's  just  a story." 

"Well  is  Noah's  Ark  a story?  After 
all,  the  whole  world  under  the  water  and 
one  man,  living  for  nine-hundred  years  or 
so,  building  a boat  housing  every  single 
animal  in  the  world,  in  pairs,  for  forty 
days  and  nights.  That  doesn't  include 
food.  And  Moses  parted  the  Red  Sea. 
Let's  be  ser ious . " 

"So  maybe  that  was  exaggerated,"  the 
second  girl  replied. 

"No  it  wasn't.  If  that's  the  way  it 
happened,  then  that's  it,"  the  third  girl 
de  f ended . 

"Turning  sticks  into  snakes,  making 
the  Nile  red,  the  Angel  of  Death,  this  is 
better  than  the  Aeneid." 


"Still  it  happened." 

"Alright  then,"  the  third  girl  snapped 
why  did  man  think  of  God  in  the  first 
place?" 

"He  needed  to." 

"Why?" 

"Because  he  saw  the  sun  rise  day  after 
day  after  day  and,  knowing  that  he  didn't 
do  it,  and  that  his  friend  Joe  in  the  cave 
hadn't  done  it,  he  decided  that  some  very 
powerful  person  had:  "God,  yeah,  that 
sounds  good,"  is  probably  what  he  said 
and,  with  that,  started  praying  to  it,  him 
or  whatever,"  He  took  a breath,  "Man  was 
probably  killing  time.  If  there  were  TVs 
back  then,  forget  it;  Man  would  have  been 
watching  David  Letterman  instead  of  prob- 
ing the  sky." 

Hi  s explanation  drew  frowns  from  the 
five  girls. 

"Well  I think  there's  a God." 

"Prove  it." 

"O.K.  well,  who  made  all  the  stars  and 
suns  and  stuff?"  the  second  girl  asked. 

"Don't  know.  I wasn't  there." 

"God  did." 

"Well,  who  made  God?" 

"Nobody," 

"Then  how  can  he  be?" 

"He  made  himself," 

"How  can  you  make  yourself  if  you're 
not  there  to  begin  with?" 

The  girl  was  stymied  and  didn't 
answe  r . 

"Well  what  about  the  devil?"  ques- 
tioned the  first  girl. 

"Ch,  he's  the  bad  guy," 

"Why  did  he  come  along?" 

"'Cuz  something  destroyed  your  ances- 
tor's farm.  It  seems  to  me  that  I've  got 
a lot  more  going  for  me  in  my  argument 
than  you  do." 

"Maybe  you  do,  but  I still  believe  in 
God,"  the  first  girl  defended. 

"Why?" 

"Because  I have  faith." 

A smile  broke  out  on  the  man's  face. 
He  got  up,  "Well,  I have  to  be  going,  this 
is  my  stop." 

"Before  you  go,  can  I ask  you  some- 
thing?" asked  the  first  girl. 

"Sure." 

"Are  you  an  atheist?" 

"No,"  he  said  with  an  even  broader 
smile,  "I'm  a priest." 


20 


ODE  AFTER  BLAKE  TO  A ZCNKA 


Zonka!  Zonka!  burning  out 
In  the  gutters  and  all  about , 

V/hat  inane  and  dog -drunk  rhyme 

Dares  frame  your  deadened  state  of  mind? 

In  what  inebriated  dream 

Did  you  conceive  your  proselike  songs? 

Why  take  the  pen  into  your  palm? 

Why  write  so  oft  on  Vietnam? 

Miy  not  discuss  the  present  tense? 

(I'm  sure  it’d  make  a difference . ) 

V/hy  all  those  songs  on  love  and  war? 

Why  do  you  give  us  such  a bore? 

Your  brain  was  cracked  or  somewhat  maimed 
When  i t imag i ned  you  could  write ; 

In  fact,  one  would  be  (at  best)  insane 
To  think  your  hackneyed  trifles  bright. 

Zonka!  Zonka!  burning  through 
Your  layers  of  cerebral  tissue, 

What  banal  and  mindless  fluff 
Do  you  dare  call  poetic  stuff? 

- Anonymous 


BLACK  IS... 


Black  is... 

as  comfortable  as  my  room 

as  peaceful  as  a quiet  sea 

as  suspenseful  as  a thriller 

as  soft  as  a puppy 

as  dranxitic  as  a play 

as  dark  os  night 

as  a style  of  dress 

as  new  as  the  pursuit  of  knowledge 

as  tender  as  a caress 

as  exciting  as  an  adventure 

as  brilliant  as  the  sunlight 

as  complex  as  human  thought 

as  simple  as  reason 

an  individual  - like  me. 

- Shirley  Jones 
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am  cat 

The  cat  sits  still,  gnawing  the  grass 
growing  between  the  sidewalk  cracks. 
Suddenly  conies  the  wind,  and  above, 
the  branches  sway  wildly,  and  below, 
the  cat  starts  to  dart  to  and  fro, 
thinking  the  tree  wants  to  play. 

Ignorance  is  bliss. 

- Anna  Macgregor 


TREES:  A SONNET  TO  AGING 

What  is  more  valiant  a sight  than  the  trees 
In  their  final  hours  holding  on  to 
The  leaves,  gnawed  by  wintery  winds  that  blew? 
How  stubbornly  anchored  against  a breeze! 
Shamelessly  standing  steadfast  while  Aeolus' 

West  winds  Mhisper  the  vicissitudes  of 
Life.  They  do  not  flee  to  temptations  soft 
In  surrender , and  as  the  sun  does, 

Hoping  to  resurrect . So  Aurora, 

Rising  to  life,  glorifies  them  with  her 
Golden  rays;  their  bodies  laced  in  silver, 

Their  medals  hanging  high,  gleaming  afar 
Brazen,  copper'd,  and  golden.  Blow,  Wind,  blow! 
What'll  renain  as  a frame  will  hold  a soul! 

- John  Chan 


UNSPOKEN 

An  empt iness , 

A void, 

Something  unspoken. 
Unexpressed , 

A dead  si lence , 

A vacant  look. 

Can't  you  guess ? 

How  could  you ? 

Muffled  confusion. 

Lick  your  lips:  not  a sound. 
Drop  your  eyes:  speechless  bow. 

- Megan  Thomas 
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FRIENDS 


SPONSORS 


The  Christopulos  Family 
Mr.  a Mrs.  Joseph  Ciardi 
Mr.  a Mrs.  Thomas  Defreitas 
Mr.  S'  Mrs.  Thomas  Dolan 
Lee  Glenn 

Atty.  and  Mrs.  James  J.  McCusker 

Ms.  Barbara  A.  and  Mr.  Robert  McDonough 

Mr.  S'  Mrs.  George  R.  O'Malley 

Mr.  S'  Mrs.  Christopher  J.  Ritchie 

Mr.  S'  Mrs.  O.  Romain 

Mr.  fir.  Mrs.  Philip  Smedile 

Mr.  S'  Mrs.  John  Walker  and  Family 

Anita  and  George  Yurchyshyn 

PATRONS 

Anonymous 

Patricia  Barbour 

The  Blackburn  Family 

Mr.  fir  Mrs.  Kevin  J.  Bourque 

Mr.  S'  Mrs.  Stephen  G.  Campbell 

Mr.  S'  Mrs.  Lucio  Fiorentino 

Mr.  a Mrs.  D.  Fisher 

Mr.  Si  Mrs.  C.  Giangrande 

Marilyn  and  David  Glater 

Sue  Halloran 

Mr.  a Mrs.  William  A.  Handy 
Mr.  fir  Mrs.  James  Karloutsos 
Al  Luciano 

Mr.  a Mrs.  J.  K.  Macgregor 
Marvin  and  Betty  Mandell 
Timothea  F.  McDonald 
William  and  Mary  Murray 
Mr.  a Mrs.  Robert  G.  Meyers 
Jerry  and  Mary  O'Sullivan 
Miss  L.  Roberts 
Laura-Jeanne  Sanders 
Michael  and  Karen  Satkevich 
Mr.  a Mrs.  Joseph  Shamon 
Mr.  a Mrs.  Ed.  M.  Sorrentino 


Mr.  a Mrs.  H.  F.  Ambiel 

Mr.  a Mrs.  Delane  E.  Anderson,  Jr. 

The  Reverend  and  Mrs.  F.  Elwood  Bray 

The  Cammarata  Family 

Mr.  a Mrs.  Peter  J.  Carris 

The  Family  of  Wayne  E.  Doherty 

Mr.  a Mrs.  Robert  Grubbs 

The  Guzman  Family 

Ms.  Barbara  Callendor-Hansel 

Mr.  a Mrs.C.harles  Imbergamo 

Mr.  a Mrs.  D.  H.  Kaye 

The  Khouri  Family 

Mr.  a Mrs.  C.  vonLaudermann 

Mr.  a Mrs.  Charles  Lisi 

Mr.  a Mrs.  James  E.  Maher 

Antonia  Mahoney 

Melissa  Mills 

Mr.  a Mrs.  J.  F.  O'Neil 

The  Piscitelli  Family 

Roulan  Rodriguez 

Mr.  a Mrs.  Jack  Ryan 

Mr.  a Mrs.  Lester  F.  Smith 

Mr.  a Mrs.  Vito  T.  Spoon 

Mrs.  Alice  K.  Tom 


DONORS 

Mr.  a Mrs.  Charles  Breen 
Charlene  Desir 


23 


CHILDREN 

ADULTS 


Jack  Ryan 


MassComm,  Inc. 

Word  Processing.  Typesetting.  Copying 
and  related  publication  services 
for  STUDENTS.  FACULTY  and  STAFF 

Meed  to  gel  an  "A"  on  your  term  paper? 

A ne h resume ? 

Word  process  a dozen  cover  letters? 

Faced  with  a deadline ? 

call 

MassComm 

147  Mass  Ave. 

Boston.  MA  02115 
(617)  266-3322 

Conveniently  located  across  from  Berklee  Performance  Center 
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